CHAPTER ONE
T
o live dependent upon the Eskimos was to live from day to
day, suspended in uncertainty. I had arranged with
Kernek — he who had failed to carry out my mail — to be taken
south from King William Land and then westward along the
shore of the Glacial Ocean to the Hudson's Bay post at Perry
River. It was early March, and we were still in a season when
travelling was governed by the moon. Thus it had been possible
to fix a date for my departure; and to make doubly certain I had
drawn for Kernek and given him a calendar of the successive
phases of the moon from which he might know exactly when to
return to Gjoa Haven to fetch me. He had not returned —
there are so many things that can intervene to change an
Eskimo's plans! — and after waiting three weeks I sent for Utak
who, with a Perry River native called Peruanna, agreed to take
me out,
We left on a day of radiant sunshine., the frozen waters
luminous as far as the eye could see and the atmosphere so still
and serene that it seemed to be happiness itself I was leaving
behind. The Post at Gjoa Haven that once had closed round
me like a prison was now in my eyes an asylum of peace; and
Paddy Gibson, that innocent object of my unhealthy wrath,
standing now on a knoll with his arm raised in a sign of farewell,
lives on in my mind as the symbol and substance of true
hospitality.
The dogs were on their feet, we were pulling out, when I saw
of a sudden Utak's mother, Niakognaluk, coming down the
slope from her igloo. I have said already that the Eskimo parts
from friend and family without a word of adieu, without a wave
of the hand* The old woman, whom I had first seen bo many

